TEXTS   AND   PRETEXTS

Yet let him keep the rest,
But keep them with repining restlessness ;
Let him be rich and weary, that at least,
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness

May toss him to my breast.

GEORGE  HERBERT.

Lord, what a busy restless thing

Hast thou made man !
Each day and hour he is on the wing,

Rests not a span.
Hadst thou given to this active dust

A state untired,
The lost son had not left the husk,   J&tuCbvJCniuo

Nor home desired.                           '

That was thy secret, and it is

Thy mercy too ;
For when all fails to bring to bliss,

Then this must do.

O Lord, and what a purchase will that be,
To take us sick, that, sound, would not take thee !

HENRY  VAUGHAN,

So many people are ill and overworked, that Paradise
is commonly conceived as a place of repose. But there
are hours and days, there are even whole epochs in the
life of every human being, when George Herbert's
Pulley simply doesn't pull; when rest is the last thing
of which the soul and body feel a need ; when all desire
tends quiveringly towards a strenuous and exciting
heaven.

* Art thou weary, art thou languid, art thou sore
distrest ?*   The answer to the hymn-writer's question
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